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the Tray die of 

Uk/ 6, Tis nothing butconceite (my gracious Lady \ 
guccnc. Tis nothinglelle, Conccite is Hill dcriude 
From fomc forefather Griefe, mine is not fo ; 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe, 

Or fomething hath the nothing that I grieue, 

Tis in reverlionthat i doe poll’elTe : 

But what it is, thar is not yetknowne, what 
1 cannot name, tis nameleffewoe I wot. 

Greene . God faue your Maieftie, & well met gentlemen, 

I hope the King is not yet Ihipt for Ireland* 

jQuecne. Why hopeft thou fo ? tis better hope he is, 
For his defignes craue haft, his haft good hope ; 

Then wherefore doft thou hopehe is not Ihipt? 

Greene * That he our hopemight haue retirdehis power 
And driuen into defpairean enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this land. 

The banilht Bnllingbrooke repeales himfclfc. 

And with vplifted armes islafeariude at Ratietfyurgh. 

NowGod in heauen forbid. > 

Greene . Ah Madam, tis too true; and that isworfe: 
TheLordNorthumberland, his young SonH. Percie, 
The Lords of Roffe,Beaumond, and Willoughbie, 

With all their powerfull friends, are fled to him. 

Bnjh, Why haneyou not proclaimd Northumberland 
And the reft of the reuolting fadion, tray tours ? 

Greene * We haue, wherevpon the Earle of Worcefter, 
Hath broke his Staffe, reflgnd his Stewardlhip, 

And all the hoiilhold feruants fled with him to Bullingbrokt 
Qepe. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
AndBullingbrooke, my forrowes difmall heire : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigic. 

And I a gafping newdeliuered mother, 

Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrow ioynd. 

2?«/&. Difpaire not Madam* 

Jgneene. Who fhall hinder me? 

I will dilpaire and beat enmitie 
With couetous hope, he is a flatterer, 

Aparafite, a keeper backe of death, 
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Richard t he Second, 

who gently wouldditfoluethe bands of life, 

Wnich falle hope lingers in extremitie. 

'f rente. Heere comes the Duke of \ orke, 

Queene. With flgnes ofWarre about his agcdnccke: 
Ohtull ofcarefullbiiftnelft arehis lookes: 

Vnckle, for Gods fake fpeake comfortable words, 

V Yorke. Should I do lo, I tliouldbcly my thoughts, 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing liues but croftes, care, and griefe. 

Your Husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whilft others come to make him loofc at home & 

Heere am 1 left to vnderprop his Land, 

VVhowcake with age, cannot fupportmy felfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfetmadc, 

Now lliall he trie his friends that flattered him. ’ . 

Swing. My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came, 
Yorke. He was, why fo } go all which way it will; 
TheNobles they are fled, the Commons they arocoid, 
And will (I feare ) reuolt on Herfordsk. ide* 

Sirra, get thee to Plaihie to my lifter Glocefter, 

Bid her fend me prcfently athoufand Pound* 
HoldtakemyRing. 

Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgotto tell your Lordfhip,. 

To day I came by and called there; 

But I lliall grieue you to report the reft. / 

Yorke. Whati’ftknaue. : 

Ser. An houre before I came^thfliPutcheff? 

1 Yorke. God for his mercy ! what atideofwoes 
Comes ruihing on this woefull Land at once 3 
I know not what to doe; I would to God - i3; - v 

(So my vntruth had not prouokt him to it) 

The King had cut of my head with my brothers. 

What, are there two Pofts difpatcht for Ireland? W 

Howfliallwcdoe for money forthefe Warres / 

Come Sifter, Coolin I would fay ; pray pardon met 
Goe fellow, get thee home, prouide fome Carta,- 
And bring away the Armour thatis^e^.. oflW 
Gentlemen, willyou gpc mufter men i 
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